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Abbot. A wofull Pageant haue we heere beheld. 
Car . The woe’s to come, the children yet vnborne 
Shall feele this day as fharpc to them as thorne. * 
Aum. You holy Clergy men, is there no plot, 
ndde thcrealme of this pernicious blow 
Abbot. My Lo. befere I freely fpeake my mind herein 
* *»u fliall not oncly take the Sacrament, 

T o burie mine intents, but aifo to cflfcft, 

What euerl lhall happen to dcuife: 

I fee your browes are ful of difcoutent. 

Your hart of fbrrow,aud your eics of tearcs t 
Come home with me to fupper, lie lay a plot. 

Shall /hew vs all a merrieday. ' ’ CX( 

_J2fl ee - This way the King wil come, this is the wav. 

1 o Iuuus Caefars ill ercfled Tower,. ■) ,j 

■ 1 o who/e fli t bofome, my condemned Lerd, 

Is doomdc a prifoner by p'roud Bullingbrookc, - 

Heetelctvsteft, if this rebellious earth 

Haue any re fling for her true Kings Qucene. (Enter%it 

Eut lo/r, but fee, or rather doc notTcei ; i : 

My faire Rofe wither, yet loolcc vp.beholde, 
Thatyouinpittie may difoluc to dcavv* ‘ 

And walli him frefli againe with true Jouc tearcs, ' 
Ah thou the tnodle wh?re aide Troy did ftnnd! 

Thou mappe of honour, thou KingRicbards torohe. 
And not King Richard ;Xhounio{l beateomlunc, ‘ 
Why fiiould hardfauourd griefc he iodgediu thee, 
\Vhcn triumph is become an alehoufe gue(l? 11 

Rich, ioyne not with griefc >faire woman, doe not fo 
To make my end too fudden, Icarne good foule> 

T o thinke our former ftate a happie dreame. 

From whichawakr 3 the trueth ofwhat we are 
Shews vs but this : l am iwornc (brother fUcet) 

To grim ncceRitic, and heand t 

Will keepe a league tfl death. Hie thee to Fraunce, ; 

And cloi rtcr therein fomc religious houfe. 

Our holy liues muff win anew worlds crowne. 

Which our prophanchourc* hccre hafttc thrpwnc cfowfl* 
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King Richard the fecond, 

Queette What is toy Richard both in fhape and mind 
fonlfbrmd and weakened?hath Bullingbrooke 
Pepolde thine intcllea?hath hce bcene io thy heart? 

The Lyon dying thrufteth forth his pawe, 

And wounds the earth.if nothing elfc.with rage* 

To bee orc-power’d,and wilt thou pupill-hkc 

Take thy cotre<flion,miIdlykifle the rod. 

And fawnc on Rage witli,bafe humilitie, 

Which art a L'on and a King of beafts. 

Km A King of beafts indeede, if aught but bealts 
lhadbecne ftillahappic King of men. 

Good (fometiraes ^uecne)prcpare thee hence for bran 
Thinke I am dead, and that euen here thou takelt 
As from my death-bed my laft liuing leaue, 

In winters tedious nights Gttc by the fire 
With good old folkcs,and let them tel thee tales 

Ofwoef»!l ages long agoc betide, 

And ere thou bid good night to quite their griefc, 

Ttftthou the lamentable tale of me, 

And lend the hearersweeping to their beds: 
for why, the fenfleffc brand* will fimpathic . ~ 
Theheauic accent of thy moouing tong. 

And incompafsion weepe the fire out. 

And fome will mourne in afhes.fome cole blacke» 
Forthedepofingof a rightfull king. Enter Northum. 

North. My Lotd the mind of Bui lingbrookc is changde^ 
You muft , o Pomfrct»not vnro the Tower, 

And Madam>there is order tane for you. 

With all fivift fpeede you muft away to France. 

Ring Northumberland, thou ladder wherewithal! 

The mounting Bullingbrooke afeends my throne, 

T he time Shall not be many hourcs of age 
More then it »,ete foulc finne gathering head 

Shall breake into corruption, thoufhalt thinke 

Though hce diuide the Realme and glue thee halfe. 

It is toohttlc, helping him to all. 

fhall thinke that thou which knowft the way 
Jo plant vnrightfull kings wilt know againe, 
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